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BRIGHT BITS PICKED FROM "GOOD GRACIOUS ANNABELL!

The various people hrought together
by Clara Kuminer in her play “Good
Graelous Annabelle,” now at the Re-
public Theatre, might have been
picked up in the lubby of some hotel
near Broadway and Forty-second
elreet. The one wny, of course, in
which these people differ from Tom,
ek and Harry i that Misa Kum-
mar's diulogue 1y more spurkling than
onllnary people’s conversation, With
the lleense which farce comedy gives
the author has put her own whimsical
humor into their lines. When Anna-
belle, arguing on belilf of the kitchen
A8 against the drawing room, says:
“Oh, what use Is the rest of the fam-
fiy If you kill the couk ™' she displayws
the same Impressive log.c
made "Alice In Wonderland™ n classio,
If Allce and the Red Knight and the
Dormouse anid  the  Hatter  were
plumped down in a New York hotel
fobby they would probally talk like
Anmnabelle. Then there is a wide
weal In lines like that of Lottie the
eoolk, “There is alwarvs something the
matter with everybody that lkes me'

g

[Herne nre wome of the bright hits

ia the play. In the lobby of the Hotel
ft. Bwithin two bohemians meet for
Tunch—in the little restaurant around
tha corner, LEthel pPeane s “the
greatest portrait painter in New York."
whose only drawback I8 that she ecan't
#¢1l her portralts, Wilbur Jennings 18
A fres verse poel, consldersd by some
*the greatest in the world.”)

Bohemia’s Luncheon.

THEL—Am 1 Iate? Are
E having lunch here, Wilbur?
Jennings—well—are we?

Ethel—Did you sell your verses to
Binder?

Jennings—No--Tla seemed to think
they were Indecent, nnd when 1 ex-
plalned to him that they weren't, he
Jost Interest In them; so that's off,

Ethel—0h, dear—why did you have
to explain,

Tennings—How about the pleture—
all right?

Ethel [hands him note]—Tlere,
ma read it. Mre, Billiman's morning
ewat. [Takes note and reads] 1 am
returning the portralt of my hushand:
T would not have such a looking thing
in the house.”

Jennings—PBut she has him In the
house,

Ethel-
dogs,

Jennlnge--Well, what do vou say to
rpolng around to the bakery? They
n.-llly have very good noodle a:aup

we

let

~8o there's §300 gone to the

thut has

Ethel—Wilbur, T consider myself the |
greatest artist In New York city; you |
are the greatest poet. Why should we
have to eat In a bakery”

Jennings—Well, artists and poets al-
ways have; it's become a sort of tradi-
tion.

ithel—Well, I won't do It as long
as one does those things one has Lo
We should avold poor people.

Jennings—You mean we
avold each other?

Ethel—(f courss not; but, really,
Wilbur, it does acem an If poverty al-
most ruba off,

Jennlnge—Come o, you're hungry.
that's nil'a the matter,

Ethel—No, we'll have to walt for
CGsven Morley: T told her 1'd meet her
here.

Jennings—1Is she coming for lunch?

Fthel—I1 don’t know what she's com-
ing for, =

Jennings—0Oh, well, it's all right; 1'li
Just leave my watch with the clerk
[ulls out chain, from which watch is
missing.] O, 1 forgot, )

Ethel [with marcasm]—Your watch
Is being cleaned agnin—so soon?

Jennings [meekly }—Yes,

Lthel—If  Alfred s with Gwen
maybe they'll have ua to lunch; Al-
fred alwayvs has money,

Jennings—Somebody's money—well,
let's hope he's with her

should

The Meal Ticket.

[Annabelle is pained to learn tha.
one of her checks has been returned |
unpaid from the hank, and is deeply |
grieved when she is told that the St
Swithin hams learned of it and cannot
kive her a sulte, Moreover her law-
wor has assured her, in the brutal way
thint lawyers have, Lthat since she has
already spent her quarterly allowance
she will receive no more untll the
16th of Ovtober. Bhe Is the more em-
barrassed hecause a group of her dear-
et friends are already In the Palm
Rloom, ordering, ns her guests, the |
grandest luncheon the St. Swithin can
provide. Thie is what happens.]

Annabelle—Why, 1 haven't any place
to go. [Bhe goes lo seat and stands
for n moment. Sits on seat.] And no
money for three months. 1 can't pay
for the luneh until the 16th of Octo-
her. They can never eat that long.
LAnnnbelle hesitaten, then Is  selzed
with an ldea.] Boy, page Mr. ltawson.

Alec—He's right here, madam.

John Rawson la rich molne owner
from Montana,
cuse me—did you send for me?

| Well.

coming to he-r] Ex- | from.
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"“Thia In my loot, boy rm! ethat's

Clara Kummer’'s Whimsical Humor Provides Lively Dialogue and an Alice|wma: ie'si" i i «'scene in i
in. Wonderland Logic for Characters That Might Have Been
*  Found in a Hotel Lobby of New York To-day

Annabelle—1 did.
to sit down.] Mr. Rawson, I wanted
to ask you something. You know,
you seem (o me to be a man, who
without understanding might under=-
atand #0 much, In a situation 1 mean,
well, lilte mine, for Instance. Mr. Raw.

| mon, do son know Watta's pleture of
| Hope?

I mean, have you seen it?
The original? [He shakes hia head
no, Inoking at her with deep Interest.]
von wonder why she doen. For
there the woman sits, on & world, a
{large ball in apace, with a bandage
[ over Her eyes, playing on & broken
| harp. ©Oh, more than broken. but
lher: in a single string. yos, ahe haws
that, just a little hit of a string, and
In the sky there is a tiny, ah, the
amallest imaginable wtar. What 1 was
going to say was, Will you have lunch
wills me?

Riwson —I'm sorry, but 1 eant. 1

[Motioning "him |

we are talking politics, and I'm really
I hungry——

Rawson—Oh, T mustn't keep
| [Getting up.]

you.

Annabelle [desperately]—No, please |

don’t go. [ haven't told you what 1
lwanted to. 1 want romething done
| for me, Mr. Rawson, It's perfectly nl}-
| surd, but I do——
| Rawson [eagerly)

||-.._

. Annabelle--1  can’'t - that i, I
wiit—— 1 want you, Just for tr-day

Iawson— Yen—

Annabelle [waving the orchid ner-
vously, unable to say what she=in-
tanded to)—Wear this flower—I know
| it seems foolish; I don't know_why 1
ask you. [ wouldn't do it if 1 were
| you—It'll look ridicolous,

Raweron [#zing the fMlow 1 will
el Wil wenr it nnd T will have Tunch
with you

!
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would have been glad to, but T can't.

Anpabelle—Oh’ [Sadiy'} If 1 had
asked yvou before, you would?

NMawson—Gladly. bhut why should
vou want me? You have artists,
poets, and all friends. While 1 am
only a siranger.

Annabwelle—1 don't knew, but It
seemed to me you would supply some-
thing the res: of us luck.

Nawson—Reallv? What |s that?

Annabelle—Succers,

Rawson—0Oh, but I'm not a aucecas,

Annabelle—Fifty thousand dollars a
day,

Rawson—That Isn't surcess
In the most Important thing | ever
had to do, Fifty thousand dollars a
day isn't happiness; it {sn't success,

Annabelle—Perhaps not It seemn
ke a very good beginning, Mr, Raw-
son, do you think that a woman has
the same right 1o ask a thing of a
man that If she were i man she would
fee] that she could®

Rawson |[puzzied]—Do you mean do
I believe In votes for women?

Annabelle — No, 1 didn't, but
course that would be part of .
apeech and the vote would
women less timid, T suppose ——

awnon—Tt doesn’t seem to.
have It in the Wost,

1 tailed

of
Free
make

They
where | come
Aunnabells [aside]—Oh,

dear, lLiere

GOING AND STOPPING ON TH

N "Iagan Papers” Kenneth Gra-
I hame writes of roads that do
actually seem to be golng some-
where of their own free will.  His
roads that literally go are all in Eng-
land — the RRidgewny of the North
Berkshire Downs Is his favorite—but
had the author of “Dream Davs" wnd
“The Golden Ago™ known his Fifth
avenue ny well os le Kiow the Downs
he would no doubt have found the
Bame engaging guality 1t It
Fifth avenue goos nt the biisk, lLieel
snapping walk of o youpg man in bis
208. Up wnd down from the Arch
to the huddied shunties in the hun-
dreds the avenue hurrles overy day.,
Through its mean middle the quick
stepping traflic continues (TS
slon of healthy huvh
It i% only ot toon, when
furriers and elonkmukers come out to
tike the sun from Fourteenth street
10 the Waldorf, thot this pace Is per-
weptibly slackened
The war correspondenis say
one of the most depressing
day In any Luropean caplial s the
drag of the crowds on the streets, with
the younz men at the front aml
the slow moving folk aliresd, Dot
ur the Red Cross stations and
appedling for furds the
avenue Is free of war's dun shadows,
Un ahe swings, urbine, oleervant, o hit
better clothed than ever, always willing
to fall n with any trus friend and
wail of the things that interest her,
—
‘This in to he # Chinese vear. The
makers of arl alijects wnd the like are
searching through fat hooks at

b

the Hitle

that

shopa and studlos with motiosy lahie
titlea for their lueky dogs.  doop )
knockers, lamp shades and fanns

If the Chinese crage cntches op it
will b reflected In ev ery ashop window

things to- '

along the avenue. Then will come a
riot of colors such as followed the '
first Halkan war, hroader sleeves and

undoubtedly a toddly dance to lutes

und sldelong looks, If the words of
Fashion's Lords of High Decislon are
worth anything, long before Easter
rames to the avenue we'll all be bow-
ing politely and giving chow main
parties,
Hard on the

ukelels makers, to be

sure, hut Fashlon always was a fickle !

Jade,

He moves delicately through the
erasthound exodus from the side streets
Just as the Metropolitan lights woere
“lnr.lm: five. His long white halr
uu]m-tl un above his ears, heavy brows
shadow deep hlus eves, The cape cont,
the poke collar and huge old time cra-
vt male up the Ideal
the actor of several generations ago.

, Nu mistuking the Thespian alr, you!

think to yourself, little suspecting that
he s the salesman for one of the

. most hustling printing shops In town,

Which Is the most satisfying of all
the avenue's churches? Given time
and Ivy, Bt, Thomas's may some day
{1 the hill, But for the present the
engunl promenpnder will ¢ling to the
Ol Mirst Preshytorian, that graces
the  block hetween  Hleventh and
Twellth strects,

Looking over the green clad iron
fence when the light s just fading
In the west and the sparrows have set-
tled thelr quarrels for the day, the
L eye Is allured by the spacious alr of
.qulrl beality that clings all about the
| place,

the |
Publle Libtrary and hirryving back to !

How tremendous Is the volume of
tha misinformation poured into tha
ear the man from out of town aa he
!Arast comon to the Avemus! What
would bs the rage of the Union T.oague
could its venerable walls overhear the

13

' thickest
picture of |

| with
you are fortunnts enough to "Ilnms|

| statement given In all good faith by
the #ix months New Yorker to his
Misslenippl friend that they shelter the
archives of the Democratic Club!

Cab Horse (T'Hin Avenue Variety) :

T iwlet my way through the tangled fray

Of the croastown’s traMe flow,
I wlip and slida with o stiff legged glide
Wihen the copper signals “gn”
I find a hole past the battered pole
Of the hig truck's plodding palr.
Whereves your hand is raived 1o com-
manl,

Why, madam, you'll ind me there,

Any close observer of trafMe acel-
dents will confirm the truth of the
satement that smashups are most
Hkely to happen not when traffio (s
but at times when the ave-
nue % practically clear

This goosr lmck, one is forced tao he-
Heve, to the curlous psychology of the
bleyeiint Those who could witheut
K0 much as turning a hair perform
miracles of steering In and out of
crowded thoroughfures whera the
nlightest slip meant disaster Invariably

teame (o grief In atiempling to pass a

lone cvelist or u solitary milk wagon,

So when two taxicabs approach esch |

olher at any respectable apeed with the
avenuoe otherwise Innocent of trafMe

the chnnees of colliglon are Indubltably |

Inerensed,
draws

A magnetism of disagter
them togoether, Verify
your own eyos the next time

a traMc aceldent,

Foggy days on Fifth avenus have
their charm. The fog is sa very likely |
to concoal the most surprising things,
For example, the middle aged, near
sighted commuter who, crossing the
avenue, stepped off rhe curh with |
{hin hinad down nnd ran plump Into
an elephant, Tha elephant was ox-
plainable: it wan on its way to a ferry

thim |

‘Goor

FISHER axd PALMER COLLINS
ﬂr./

Murchison—1 supposs It was our
being at the falr together.

Annabelle—But we weren't alone at
the falr.

Murchison—Oh, it's on your decount
that I feel so furious, you dear, sweet
lttle—

Annabelle—Harry! Remamber—you

promised never to speak to me In that

~Tell me what ""' wm- of volce.
Murchison-1 can’t help {t—when 1
to go!

think of what
through.
Annabelle—What will they do

vou've pgot

to

, me, Harry?

Murchison—0Oh, my God!
know,

Annnbelle—~Good gracious, wil] It be
as bad as that?

Murcehison—I1f you could only get
away hefore they do anvthing,

Aunabelle—tGet away? (Can
stop me?

they

I don't |

derstand If Jamen knew you were com-
ing.

Annabelle—He didn't, No, It was a |
surprise to James—it wasx a surprise

town, and we didn't know where to go,
so 1 sald, Why not go down to Old
Rook PPoint, even f George s away?

Rawson [relieved]-—1 see. Then
you're not alone.

Annabelle=0h, na, Al the people
you met yesterday ure with me. Oh,
| Mr. Rawson, think of my forgetting
what you did’

Rawwron— Ploase forget It
anything you didn't Hke.

Annabelle—You patd for my lunch
party.

Hawson—1 Kknow,
done [t, of course-
afterward,

Annnbelle
think of 1t

it it wns

1 shouldn't have
I thought of that

didn'L
littie

glad yvon
mean a

I'm sa
hefore —|
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GRACIOUS

NABELLE"
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Annabelle—Oh, no, please don't,
Rawson ~1 will. Nothing cven
vou-—shall stop me,

not

The Corespondent
{Annabelle {8 embarrassed st the
news brought to her by Marry Murchi
won that his wife, Ada, Jealons of hia
admiration for Annabelle, stied
Wm for divoree. )
Murchison [hurtedly going 1o her]
Annabelle, I've Just had Ada's aw-
vers an the phone, I hnardlv
how to tell you this cmayi= it would
be better to wait and ler you read 1t
the nswapuper.
Annabelle—Gond
what e 19
Murchison-
coresapordent
Annalelie
Nouretyison
her.
Annabells— You should hnve theught
af that iwfore, Harry.
Muorohison - No, hut
member that doy you came to
at the hotel?
I think she hmil us wa
Annabelle - Well,
watched we're all right,

i T ~
E AVENUE
and a Jersey clreus, but & certaln

Orange country club remains eynleal
about the affair ta this dns

———

8ince the puppy shop has moved to
a Fifth avenus corner he no longer
gets to his desk on time.  The other
morning he was contemplating thyee
fuzzy thinga with profound satisfn
ton when o moody voles unmistalo bl
tuned to SBouthern wirs drawled in hils
eirs.

“Dawgs, suh
to hw"

Thiv gratultous information
dently called for an exprestion of
lous inguiry, which the e Ajppren
tive Immediately  assumed e
sald "No?" with n vising (nfleetion

“XNo." mald the voice,  *Povitively,
Ruh, Thera are not dnwes, ¥l
Therr'a not a flea in Madison county
that would Wit an evebraw ot them
No Inteiligenee.  Why. sub, down home
I had the beatenest dawg for intell
genee you ever did see,

1 had the gout then had " went on
the volea "1 had 'most everyihing,
| seems to me.  Fallin', suh, peaked nrd
meanly.  Sally wouldn't et me have
mnything, not even a barinlons fulep,
| Think of it!

“And ol Doe Sparks (the mennest
white man 1 ever did wee), well, he
liketer killed me,  Fact, sul"

“And the dogs?" queried the 1. A,
There came a chuckle,  “1 can't
| Ngure |t out tao this day. Why, that
fool dawg of mine—Zeh was his name
~looked at me over hig paws one das
| In such an onderstandin® manner that
I Just broke down and told him eversy -
thing. Da yon know what Zeb did
.Il‘wu'l Wihy, suh, e went directly to
! my mint lmd pulled up s bunch of the
{ best and brousht it back and laid It ot
my feet. Yes, msub, And | got up
lu'ul locked the door. and when Sally
and Doc Anally did get In If you'll
believe me | was & new man*™

i

hias

| TS

eracious, Harry,

-Ada has nameid yon aa
Nnmad me”

1t*s tervilile 1 kil

1 ¢o

nt van pe
@it M
Fisatn

Annabelle,
hind

You eame

us

are not whnt they psed

evis
Wnx

Murchison—They'll serve you with
prajere,

Annnbelle—TWell,
that, woulid 17

Murchison—Then vou'd have to ap-
pear, you know-—dragged through the
courts,  1t's unbellevable——

Annabells [nervous but
Drageed through the courts, Harry?

Murchison--And on my account.
And all for nothing, If there was
anyiting in it I'd stand up und take
my . medicine llke & man,

Annabelle - Yer, but I'm not & man

whao'd take mine?

Murchison- - Ms dear child, you" \‘e
ot to go away from here. As soon
us they find you're in town they'll
Yave a fMlock of process servera after
ron, 1 know, Ada. 1711 Aind some place
for you.  You've got to get AwWay.
1 Exit Murchisen |

Annabelle [sltting down in & daze]—
This is awful. 1'm just m homeleas
ponniless corespondent. 1've got o
sl nway!

~ The House Party.

[riettins away from divoi
alwavs #o ensy, but Annabelle does
it by offering herself un A cook in the

1 wouldn't mind

LD

Long Isiaud home of George Wimhles |

dot, millionalre and bon vivant,
situation Ia the more desirable xince
Jhe place s already well supplied with
rervinis, and the only one in the fame.
il = Mr. Wimbledon himaelf, and le
v awav., Maoreover, Annabelle's four
boliemian friends go with her as ser-
vants in varlous capacities for which
they are not in the last Atted, Rawson

in the meantime has had an idea of his |

nwn, that of
lice from My,

renting ' Wimbledon's
Ludgate, Wimbledon's
butler, In his absonce. And of courne
the Montana milllonalre and the pretty
Sew York hutterfly meetl. Annabelle is
surprlsrd and embarrassed again. ]

Navwson—1 beg your pardon—why,
s you!

Annnbelle

fawson-
Vg

inabelle-—-What a wonderful fish!

Iawsen— 80 you're visiting here!

\unabelle— What a nice face 1t has

I mean, for n Ash.

Ilawson [turns to Alec)

ik fisl

Alec — Where shall T put I,

Iiuwson— Tt it In the bay.

Annabelle—Dam't put It in the bay
o my account.

[12xit Alee.)

ltawson—You must know Mr. Wim-
Wldon very well—to visit him when
he's away,

Annabelle=Ten, well,
#en eniough of peopls when you'ra not
visiting them, don't you? And the
hest'time to visit them s when they'rs
away. Where are you stopping, Mr.
Itnwwon?

Itawson--Why, I'm stopping here.

Annubelle—Here? Then you know
Mr. Wimbledon?

Itawson—No, I don't. The fact is {
winted to be down here, and I rented
the place.

Annabelle—Of Mr. Wimbledon?

Hawson ~No, T made an arrange-
ment with hia butler.

Annabelle — Think of Jumes doing
that!

Rawson—Yes, my doing It, of courae,
Is quite to be expected, but I can't un-

Why, so It Is—|=sn't 1t?
I'm awfully glad to see

Alec,

#ir?

brave]—

* BUILE K

Tue

thke
1

I think you |

wpontaneily at times 18 so rafreshing -
don't you think so? I'm sorry
have to go.

Rawson—=80 am 1.

Annabelle—If Mr. Wimbledon were
only here,

Rawson—That wouldn't help ma any,

Annabelle—0Oh, wves—ha wonld ask
you to stay, I'm sure—but you see |
lcin t very well

The Cave Man.

J [Annabells's lawver, (iosling, shocked
at her behavior, has lHltewise followed
Lher to Wimbledon's place lawson
{hanga around ta find out more about
| the Indy's state of mind toward-—some-
lmcl Gosling expostulates. |
| Gonling—Annabelle, 1 want you to
| return to the city with me. You com-
] promise yourself by staying hers,
Ann abelle-~Well, T'm a corespondent,
Mr. Gosling-—-and If there's any littla
pleasure to he got out of being com-
i promised T ahinll get it
Gosling-—We wll|
bacii to New York.
,0n the parch
with dignity |
,  Rawzon—Yon dldn’t really mean {t—
about belng a corespondent 7

Annabelle- - Yes, Mr, Hawson,
true, and thongh T'm qulet about It
‘ot because 1'm used to it
| unus=ual

taka the
I will b outside

It's
it's

| Mawsgon—Mr. Murchisan?
i Annabelle—1t's mn ridlculous, I'm
( fond of Harry, bt hie's not the sort of
man at all that | conid Imagine being
a coreapondent for

Rawson—Tell me., haven't you amy
one to ook after yon?

Annabelle—Yes, yon, I must
syou, T have a husband somewhere,

Rawson-—-A husband somewhere!
He can't be much use to vou,

Annabelie—-0Oh, yes, he's helpful at
timen,

Rawsgon--You don't know where he
a’

Annabelle- Naot
enough.

Nawson—T see;
! an

Annabelle Oh, ves we do
see each other,
,  Rawson—You can't tell me what he
did-—~whnat particular thing he din,

Annabelle—Well, he svasn't partiens
|Iar albont what he id, Mr. Rawwson:
he rudned my fathier In the Nrst place,
but the worst thing he Ald was hia
\marrying me. | ran awny from him,
I've never seen him since the night 1
#pent In his cave,

Rawgon-— e was a cave man?

Annabelle—~Yen, they called him the
Hermit; he hadn't any name. [ sup-
poss his parents mn away from him
when he wam a haby, 1lie pn‘mhi\-
frightened them-—though lie hndn't

exactly- hut neur

vou--you don't get

wWe never

member about him was his beard: it
was down to here- no, to here—and 1
suppose iU's been growing ever s,
T was only 16 svhen T went out there,
Mr, awpon —you aec there was n ters
rible fight about a mine—this terrible |
Hermit atole it from my father,
Rawson—Hut how could he do that? |
Thosa fellows out thers won't stand
for stealing horses or mines,
Annabelle~Oh, yes, they will, My
Rawaon. They did, his friends n!l
helped him,
Rawsan—Dao
what happened?
Annabelle—Dno [T remomber® The
howling, fighting mobd hreaking into
our log house and the hermit grabbing

You remember jum

to us really—but It was so warm in |

12:05

waiting for you, [Exui

It's mont |

tell |

any beard then. The only thing 1 n---

movien.
|  Rawson—But they didn't kill your
| father, and you did get away.

Annabelle—No, T didn't—1 spent the |
| night In his cave. [ told him | was
| trightfully compromised. He enld:
[ *What's that 7" And when 1 explained |
'he flew Into a terrible rnge and
| brought in a terrib'es man and married |
me.

Rawron-— Poor child®! [Trying not
to smile.) \
Annnbelle—Yex, and the worst of it
was—that after he married me he
winted me 1o stay In hix cave, He
begged me to—whepn 1 close my eves, |
can ses him, his shygay face qulte
close 1o mine, his glitiering eyes, his
terrible, strong hands®  He waa #n
utrong - he ook me by the wrisis just
for memoment,
awson— Lt

[ Moved. ]

Annahelle - Yes, for 1 cried, you see,
I alwaya ery when I'm anpry. He
thougit | wan nfrald

Faawson— Weren't yon?

Annabelle— 1 don’t kaow - 1 wase an-
gry first, ond then 1 ooried and eried |
and ericd antil he put me vlght out of
hin eave, Wasn't it splendid that 1
vould cry Mite that?

then Lie ler you go.

Wimbledon’s Return.

IIn the third pct Wimhiedon has re- |
turned 1o his country houss,  He has
heen considetona' wainred by the dis-
covery that 1va shnres of ook give-
ire eomtrol  of o ine Love  heen
stulon from hie pocket whi'e he was
Imving a nap on the kitchen (able
He enlln in a detective to straighten
matters out, But he Ix faced by still
another «IMoulta—1he apparent un-
dersianding hetween Rawmson, whom
he hae aecentsd o2 the eaptain of “The
Alue Hell” and Annle, the cook |

Wimhbledon -1 suppose you Know
've been robbed. 1 don't suspect any
one, bt as there's a detectlve on the
place I'm going to use him to exoner-
ate everyvhady. All but one, So stick
uround within ecall. [Exit Rawson, |
You mustn't flirt with John, Annie. |
think he'd take It very hard |f you
threw him down. Flirt with me, I'm
fireproof, I've automatie sprinklers in
my hat, all doors open outward and
I've the requisite number of escapes
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of meveral mistaken identiiies. Chiap
amonag them & Wimbledon's discovery
that Rawnon I his hated rival ang
origipal owner of the two preciony
shares of stock. There s a good des)
here to explain, and Annie, the in.
dispensable Annubelle, Is onlled )
Annabelle—Did you eall me?
Wimbledon—Yes, let's hove p Y

tea, my dear. and then Mr. Hawsoy "
and 1 are going.

Annabolle- Uoing ¥ and

Wimbledon—Going (nto partnership onts
aren't we, Noawson? ' Now

Annabelle~Into partnership! o

Rawson 11l explain,

Wimbledon—1'1 explain: Ruweon v 1 ®®
a thier, Annle, sod T onved one n my g
TR roac

Annabelle Ate  yYou joh
Wimbiledon? you

Wimbledon- e siole thy AU
of #ock out of my poehet. Aune bous

Annabelle— Does e sav wn Ni

Wimbledan- (O course, my  dear— pavi
vou don't understand—hi= doing tha
#hows that he s worthy of being Wim. thar
bledon's partner. A he

Annabwlle-=it shows nothing, for 1a wWe
didn’s do it. Oh, how awlol 1en are glin:
How perfectiy dreadiul they wio! Ty
lie and steal. and even wien they gon, [ 0
they sy they do, | Lkt frain and
Rawson to Wimbledon. |  Ile ban n, mes
right to go Into partnership with vy pou

Wimbledon—The dear thing's gona mar
off her head. o

Rawsen—1'11 explain 1t 2" 10 yoy :':m
don't be worricd, please st T
i ' " e

Annabe!le [her hands on her Lreas ) {

Oh, | ran't, | have 1t in
wtock, :':‘"1

Wimbledon- You?

Annabelie -Yes, here it :m’;
longm to me. 1 paid for it
money | borrowed from sou :::"

Wimbledon —=But I don't umderst “:
Annle. Was this the stook “'“n
Morrisoh - —

Anaabelle —Yes, [t wne  [o° "_.“6
her mind.] No, it wasn's. 7T ‘
any Colton Mortison. Ban

Wimbledon —Whe,  Annu Roor
down - - .::’1

Annabelle —Thoers ="t pho
Dappledown. The stock L ther
me, and U'm Annabelln Je).) ave!
gracious! 1've been o long m‘
ing yvon' s

Wimbisdon—A blg cons ;m
ar Wickham sald You cam sihi
here 1o get thit stock inte

old
beci
oar

T
to!
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Annabele
noet just now

[ERter James )

James My friend,
LM

I Enter Wickham,)

Wickiam [the deectivel
Wimbledon, 's a
souve got down bFere

Wimblednn - Yes, but 1t's nothing to
tie heautiful people,

Wickham- We'll soon have all that
stralghitenad out, siv. T condnet an in
uiry of th' . kind aceording to th
latest psvehnlogioal methisds

Wimbledon—=All  right Wickhan
Vo understand 1t wias twa shares
I--r stock inoan envelope taken our of
| mis pocket whille [ was having
o short nap on the Kitehen tihle

[Exit Wimbledon Wickham

Aunabelle rises |

Jomea [pleading!y to Annlel
1'1"\‘!_"'- Annie— just o moment,

Annabelle- Well, what s i,

James—-1'my expecting me walking

papers from My, Wimbledon, Annle
He'll pever stind for me renting the
pliaee to Mr. Rawson,

Annabelie— Well - perhiaps Mr. Raw-
son will do something for you, James

James~Just what 1 thought, Annie
Le=it wouldn't be a bad ldes I we wan
ta go inte hiv empliy together. He

!n-mm o hove taken quite A fanes
i you, [Annabelle is pensive.) Speak
tor him for us hoth, Annle

Anniabelle — Bpealk for

| James.

James—You wouldn't want

with Mr. Raweon, Annie®

Annabelie—No. James—I--1
(trust him

James—That don't matter, Annie
) Just &0 he trusts us,

Back to the Cave.

[The detective’a Investigmtion fui)
fiat becausa of the sudden unun.ﬂn:l

Very well sir 1 selll, bt

Mr. Wickham,

Well, My
beautiful  place

it
nhl
IMense,

James"

yourself,
te gn

can't

Annalielle [look

phat wasn't all. 1 cat i

canae vesterdas 1 sadides len

solf in desperate nesd 1 f per

homeless, penniless o e

dent, all ny onee
Wimbledon= \ cnrespin Hp

Who the Joeky v to
Annabwlle [not heoding crre

mueh I eswvierheird i :

ahaut this ’

#nid that you noeded o enp! In
Rawson [ammend | L
AR iokle 1t seened Hke 1 e

of Provideners—sa we all catn ol

YOUr new servant firet

il [T Wombledon | 4 "

poor e e i
Wimbdedon— ooy m

Heed thar - well 1o

thing ) ever beurd o .
awson- <« Why datn't

would have done o wi

Yesterdouy [ 8
Annabelle - You o [

the luoch w
Rawson [agitatedh { [

band sends yvou m e
Annabelle —Oh, ve oft
Rawson - - e doos P

enough . r
Annabelle—He eaulin' w

eVery quarter, gt 1 nesd gt Or

ondIt's wo haril 1o 1 Y

when the elecks « ine | L 'Y

never had oy eashier = am ne

adds the sume wuy 1

can't Imagine the desperad HY

woman nlone In a roosme with m

balanced bank accotint in
[By thir time there v not B

to exploin excepr thar A fr

“in love with the pight » of

nons other than the ) m

shaved wind patablisd ol ar

voledd too the memiory e

wife nll these v o0 Al 1

this explained, these i g -

do but to carey her, unrs

to the cuve,”)



